saying anything about the living, which I have not checked with them for veracity and propriety. And if in any way I offend anyone due to what I have written, I deeply apologize. , has recently died of a heart attack. The History Department is mounting a double search for replacements on the assistant level (no "associates" need apply). I receive a telephone call from American University. It's my professional colleague, Jim Malloy, urging me to come to a talk there by one of our Late Imperial candidates, whom I "really need to see" in action. I appear on time at the assigned classroom and quickly realize that Jim has understated his case. The speaker, of course, is Richard Stites, else this introduction would start differently. He is addressing a mixed group, mainly students, but also some professors, about Russian and European women's history. So knowledgeable, engaging, incisive, and clear is he that he immediately becomes my standard for oral communication for the upcoming, preliminary AHA interviews, only a few weeks away. And no one matches him -few of the competition expect to do so. The same holds for the written material, for he has given us his nearly print-ready The Women's Liberation Movement in Russia: Feminism, Nihilism, and Bolshevism, 1860-1930 . He easily makes our short list.
Next come the on-campus interviews, starting with lunch at The Tombs. I am supposed to fetch Stites at D.C. National, but the traffic is horrendous, I am late, and our man is nowhere to be seen. I return to Georgetown and rush to the restaurant. There he is. Not seeing me at the airport, he snagged a taxi, and now is calmly and confidently sitting with four other George town
